68                          IMMORTAL WINGS

It was now completely dark, and the wind was whining
over the rising sea. Water was still sousing in through
the broken windscreen, and the rescued Germans were
told to bale for their lives*

It is not very easy to find a course in such a sea, after
you have spent an hour going round in circles trying to
pick up men from the sea, But Fletcher had a pretty
good idea of the direction he wanted to take, and set off
boldly at full throttle in an attempt to taxi back to port.
The state of the sea showed that any attempt to rise
would simply be to court disaster,

As the^ went roaring along, skidding over the summits
of the waves, smashing down into troughs, and ploughing
up the sliding slope opposite, the possibility of picking
up a British mine must have been clearly present in every
Britisher's mind. As for the Fritzes, they just baled
and baled and baled.

The Walrus rode on, mile after mile, and how she
escaped the protruding glass horns, any one of which
could have touched off 600 Ibs. or so of high explosive,
it is impossible to say.                                          &

.   Suddenly, Glew called sharply, " There's the coast! "

Less than thirty yards ahead of them a fugitive glimpse
of moonlight had showed breakers thundering and spouting
against rocks. In another minute, they would have been
well and truly wrecked.

Fletcher took her round as sharply as he dared, and
began to taxi parallel to the coast.

But coasts, of course, do not run in straight lines.
Moreover, they have*a nasty habit of throwing out bastions
of undersea rocks every now and then.

Once, the Walrus taxied between two areas of pouring
white foam, clearly showing big rocks just under the